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carried away yearly in hundreds by tourists hunting for souvenirs.
The most beautiful garden in Lisbon, that city of gardens, was the one belonging to the British Legation, which was planned years ago by Sir Henry Layard. From its terrace overlooking the port it used to have the most beautiful view in the town, but it later was spoilt by a row of buildings set up opposite to it on the foreshore of the river.
We ourselves lived in a funny white house in the Via Ariago, and here we had some most amusing times. For we were young, the sun was bright, and cares were few in those early days of our married life. We were very lucky in the other members composing the corps diplomatique and we used to see a great deal of each other. I suppose because we were idle and had few tasks in that sleepy little capital (later to be awakened by so ghastly a tragedy) we indulged in more flirtations and intrigues than in other serious and harder-worked posts. Even a sedate Minister Plenipotentiary was once caught by his hostess lumbering round the billiard-table in chase of the fair wife of his French colleague. I remember another incident which occurred at our house and which might have had a disagreeable sequel in a less happy-go-lucky milieu, A lady leaving after a dinnerparty pressed a note into the hand of an Italian Count as she bade him good night. This token he cynically opened and read aloud as soon as she had left the room. It was an assignation!
Friends of ours used to come from England and we did our best to amuse them. The Marquis de Several, the popular Portuguese diplomatist, who has so frequently been a guest in Royal circles,34                    ' INDISCRETIONS'
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